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Rich . I,no; n6,I: for I tnuft nothing bee : 
Therefore no,no, for I refigne to thee. 

Now, marke me how I will vndoe my felfe. 

I giue this heauic Weight from off my Head, 

And this vnwieldie Scepter from my Hand, 
iThe pride of Kindly fway From out my Heart, 

] With mine ow'nc IVarcs I walh away my Balnhe^- 1 
i With mine owne ftands t giuc awrfy my Crowne, 

! With mine owne Tongue denie my Sacred State, 

] With mine owne Breath releafe all clutious Caches*5 
.All Pompe and MaiefheT^oc fo'tfWeaie r 1 

My Manors,Rcnts,R?e 9 ehlSes,l forgoe^ : 1 u 

tfll ObEhtt&ha t are bf$ke ; td tifee, 

*God keepe all Vowtl Vnbroke are made to thee. 

‘Make me,that nothk>glViufc,vvnh nothing grieu’d, 

, And thou with^lf pleatol^that haftullarchieu’ck 
: Ldrflg 4 nay’ft thou liue in Richards Seat to lit, j 2* » 

And fobnc lye Richard iri an Earthie Pit. 

\ God faue King Henry J n-Kihg 5 d Richard (ayes, 

[And fend him many yecres of Sunne-fhine dayes. 

[ What more vemaines? - 

North . 'No more HSBCtha^yoti rende 
Thefe Ac<?ufatLons, and^hefe grieuous Grymes, 
Committed by your Perfon, and your followers, 731 

Againft the StatCjahd Profit of this Land : 

That by confefling them,thc Soules of men 
May deeme,that you are worthily depos'd. 

Rich . Mull I doc fo ? and mull I rauell out 
My weau’d-vp follyes? Gentle Northumberland , 

If thy Offences were vpon Record, 

} Would it n’Stfhame thee,in fo faire a troupe, 

To reade a Ledhife of them ? If thou Would’ft, 

| There fhould’ft thou finde orte heynous Article, 
Contayning the depafing of a King, 

And cracking the ftrong Warrant of an Oath, 

Mark’d vyith a Blot,damn’d in theBookcofHcauen. 
Nay^all of you,:hat Band and Iooke vpon me, 

Whil’ft that my wretchedncffe doth bait my felfe. 
Though fame of you,with ?\late } wadi your hands. 
Shewing an outward pittsc: : yet you PiUtes 
Haue here deliuer'd me to niy fowrcCroffe, 
And.Wajter cannot wafh away your finne. 

North. My Lord difpatch,reacje o’re thefe Articles. 
Rich . Mine Eyes are full of TearesJ cannot fee: 

And yet fait-Water blindes them not fomuch. 

But they can fee a fort of T ray tors here. 

Nay,if I rurnc mine Eyes vpon my felfe, 

I finde my felfe a Traycor with the reft: 

Fori hauegiudn here my Sbtfles confent, 

T’vndeck the<pompous Body of a King; 

Made Glory bafe; a Soucraigntie,a Slaue; 

Trowd Maicftie,aSubie<ft; State,aPcfant. 

North. My lord. 

Rich . bio Lord of thine/thou haught-infultingman; 
No^nor rio irrahs Lord: I haue no Name,no Title; 

No, no t th'atNaihe vyas gtdcn me at the Font, 

But Yis vfurpt: alack the heauie day, 

That I haue Worne fomany Winters out, 

.And know not no w, what Name to call my felfe# 

Oh,that I were a Mockerie, King of Snow, 

.Standing before the Sunrie of *BHllingbrookc y 
To melt my felfe away in Water-drops. 

Good King,gfeat King, and yet not greatly good, 

And if my word be Sterling yet in England, 

; Let it command a Mirror hither ftraight. 


That it may (hew me what a Face I haue TT 
Since it is Bankrupt of his Maieftie. ii u * 0 
'Ball. Goe fomc of-you,and fetch a Looking 
North.Reid o’rc this Paper, while $ GlaflV f*? 8 ^ 
ito&.Fiend,thou torments me. 

North.The Commons will notthen be ft.i/f , ' 
Rich .They Ihall be fatisfy’d: He reade enYi d> 
When I doe tee the very Books indeede^; dU »j’>. 
Where all my linnes are writ,and that's in v f.ir 

Enur out with a Gldffo, i-.- I 

Giitc mrthatGlafle,and therein willlrei^e ’ 

No deeper wrinckles yet ? hath Sorrow’fltnU y* 
So many Blowes vpoft tfHis Face ofWii'ne ' f 

And mide no deeper Wobndt ?'Oh- 9 at*inWd‘tXff ii 
Like to myfollowcrs inprofperitie, - 'pi ;° 1 v e -> 
Thou do’ft beguile me.-Was this Face,th e Fa " F 

That euery^ay^ndeirhis'Honfe-hold'Robft CC 

Did keepe ten thoufafld men ? Wds this the F* h a 
T hat like tbeSunnejdldniake beholdtrtvvinke * ■ ' 

Is this the Face,which fac'd fo many folly CJ * . “ 

That was at laft out-fac’d by Bullwgbrooke) 

A brittle Glory fliineth in this Face, 

As brittle as theGlory.is the Face, * ; '3 ; . 

For there it is, crackt in an hundred fhiuerj 

Marke filent King,the Moral! of this Fpotf,* 

How foone my Sorrow hath deftroy’d my Face 
Bull. The fliadbw of your Sorrow hath deflrovM 
The fhadow of yoiir Face. ^ 

Rich. Say that againc. 

The fliadow of my Sorrow :T,a,let’s fee, 

'Tis very true,my Griefe lyVs all y.'ithln,^ 

And thefe external! manher of Laments, 

Are meerely (hadowcs,to theVnfeene Griefe, 

That fwells with fiknceiil thetorurr’d Sonle.’ ' 

There lyes the fubllanceT'lmd I thanke theeKing 

For thy great bountie.rhat not onely gitr’ft 1 6 . 

Mecaulc to wayle, butteacheft me the way 
Howto lament the caufc. He begge one Boone, 

And then be gone,and'ti&uble you no more, 

Shall I obtaine it i ' JOt ' v 
Bull. Name it,faire CcuiTn, 

Rich. Faire Coufin ? I am greater then a King: 

For when I was a King,my flatterers ( 

Were then but fubietls; being now a fubieft, 

I haue a King here to my flatterer t 
Being fo grcat,I haue no neede tobegge. 

Bull. Yet aske. ■‘\ 

Rich. And fiiall I haue l 
"Bull. Youfhall. 

Rich. Then giue me Ieaue to goe. 

Bud. Whither? 

Rtch. Whither you wilI,fo I were from your fights, 
Bull. Goe fome of you,conuey him tdth’eTower, 
Rich. Oh good: conudy: Ccnueyers are you all, 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 

Bull. On W ednefday nextfvVe folemnly fet dovune 
Our Coronation: Lords,prepare your fchies, Excmt, 

ylbbot.h wofull Pageant haue wc here beheld. 

Carl .The Woes to come,the Children yet vnbortic, 
Shall feele this day as fharpe to them as Thorne. 

esium. You holy Clergie-mcn, is there no Plot 
To rid the Realnie of this pernicious Blot. 

esfbbot. Before 1 freely fpeake my minde herein. 

You (hall not onely take the Sacrament, 

To bury mine intcnts.but alfo to effeS 

What 
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I f<£ 52 ," „f Soiww.Md your Eyes of Tear.,, 
if. home wiih me to Supper,lit lay a Wot 


^fte«»aUame.ryd»y 


Exeunt. 


jffpis Quintus. Scena Trima. 


Enter Queeuc,andLadies. 

0 This way the King will come: this is the way 

To /i»c«r« ill ; er ' ae<ITo ” tr: ... , 

To whofe Amt Bofome.my condemned Lord 
K doom’d a Prifoner,by prowd Bulltngbroohe. 

Here let vs reft,if this rebellious Earth 
Hme any refting for her true Kings Queene. 

Enter Richard, and Cjuard. 

Rut foft,but fee, or rather doe not fee, 

My faire Rote wither: yet lookevp; behold, 

That you in pittie may difiolue to dew, 

^nd walh him frefh againe vvitn true-loue Tcares. 

Ah thou,the Modell where old Troy did ftand. 

Thou Mappe of Honor, thou King Richards Tombe, 

And not King Richard: thou moft beauteous Inne, 

Why fliould hard-fauor’d Griefe be lodg’d in thee, 

When Triumph is become an Ale-houfcGuelL 
Rich. Ioyne not with griefe,faire Woman, do not fo, 
To make my end too fudden: learne good Soule, 
TothinkeourformerStatea happie Dreamc, 

From which awak’d,the truth ofwhat we are, 

Shcwes vs but this. I am fworne Brothcr(Sweet) 

TogrimNeceflitie; andhecand I 

Will keepe a League till Death. High thee to France, 

And Cloy ftet thee in fome Religious Houfe: 

Out holy hues muft winne a new Worlds Crowne, 

Which cur prophane houres here haue ftricken downe. 

j^a.Whatjb my Richard both in fhape and minde 
Transform’d,and weaken’d i Hath Bullingbrooke 
Depos’d thine Intellect ? hath hfe beene in thy Heart ? 

The Lyon dying,thrulteth forth his Paw, 

And wounds the Earth,if nothing elfe,with rage 
Tobeo re-powr’d : and wilt thou,Pupill-likc, 

Take thy Correction mildly, kilTe the Rodde, 

And fa wne on Rage with bafe Humilitie, 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of Beads ? 

Rich. A King of Beads indeed: if aught but Beads, 

I had beene dill a happy King of Men. 

Good(fomccimc Qiaeene)prepare thee hence for France: 
Thinke I am dead,and that cuen here thou tak’d. 

As from my Death-bed,my lad liuing lcaue. 

In Winters tedious Nights (it by the fire 
Withgood old folkes,and let them tell theeTales 
Of wofull Ages,long agoe betide : 

And ere thou bid good-night,to quit their griefe. 

Tell thou the lamentable fall of me. 

And lend the hearers weeping to their Beds: 

"or why? the fenceletTe Brands will fympathize 
The heauie accent of thy mouing Tongue. 

And in cotnpalTion,weepc the fire out: 

And forre will uioume in afhes,fomc coale-black, 
or the depofing of a rightful! King. 

Enter Northumberland, 

'■oub .My Lord,the mind oiBullinglroske is clung’'?. 


You mud to Pomfret,not vnto the Tower. 

And Madame,there is order ta’nc for you: 

With all fwift fpecd.you mud away to France. 

Rich. Northumberland,th ou Ladder wherewithal! 

The mounting Bullingbrooke afeends my Throne, 

The time fhall not be many houres of age, 

More then it is,ere foulc finne, gathering head. 

Shall breake into corruption: thou flialt thinke, 

Though he diuide the Realme,and giue thee halfe. 

It is too little,helping him to all i 
He fli3ll thinke, that thou which know’d the way 
To plant vnrightfull Kings,wilt know againe. 

Being ne’re fo little vrg’d another way. 

To pluck him headlong from the vfurped Throne. 

The Loue of wicked friends conuerts to Fearc; 

That Feare,to Hate; 3nd Hate turnes one,or both. 

To worthie Danger,and deferued Death, 

North. My guilt be on my Head,and there an end: 
Take lcaue,and part,for you mud part forthwith. 

Rich. Doubly diuorc’d?(bad men)ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage j’twixt my Crowne.and me. 

And then betwixt me,and my marryed Wife. 

Let me vn-kifl’e the Oath ’twixt thee,and me; 

And yet not fo.for with aKifle’twas made. 

Part ys,Northumberland: I,towards the North, 

Where fhiuering Cold and Sickncffe pines the Clyrae: 
My Queene to France: from whence,fet forth in pompe, 
She came adorned hither like fweet May; 

Sent back like HollowmaSjOr fhort’d of day. 

And mud we be diuide d ? mud we part ? 

Rich. I,hand from hand(my Louc)and heart fio heart. 
Qit. Banifla vs both,and lpnd the King with me. 
North. That were fome Loue,but little Pollicy, 

£)u. Then whither he goes,thither let me goe. 

Rich. So two together wceping,makeone Vv r oe. 
Weepc thou for me in France; I,for thee heere: 

Better farre off, then neere,be ne’re the neere. 

Goe,count thy Way withSighes; I,minewithGroanes. 
So longed Way fhall haue the longed Moancs. 
Rich. Twicc for one dep lie groane,^ Way being fhort. 
And peece the Way out with a heauie heart. 
Come,come,in wooing Sorrow let’s be briefe. 

Since wedding it,there is fuch length in Griefe: 

^One Kifle fiiall dop our mouches, and dumbely part; 
Thus giue I mine,and thus take I thy heart. 

Qu. Giue me mine owne againe:’twcre no good part. 
To take on me to keepe,and kill thy heart. 

So,now I haue mine owne againe,be gone. 

That I may driuero kill it with agroane. 

Rich. We make Woe wanton with this fond delay: 
Once more adieu; the red,let Sorrow fay. Exeunt. 


Serna Secunda . 


Enter Torand his Duchejpr. 

DtfcbMy Lord,you told me you would tell the reft, 
When weeping made you breake the ftory off. 

Of our two Coulins comming into London* 

Torke. Where did I lcaue ? 

Ditch. Ac that fad ftoppe^y Lord, 

Where rude mif-gouern’d hands, from Windowes tops. 
Thre w duft and Lubbifh on King Richards head* 

d 3 Torke .Then 














































































